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there is a feeling o£ competition in speed and a sort of compulsion
to keep up conversation. It is a strain.
An hour before we came to the sledge we could see it—a tiny
speck in the limitless expanse of white. Silence and desolation, and
we the only inhabitants of the Antarctic continent! We reached
our journey's end on the morning of December 10, having been
twenty-four hours without sleep and having travelled forty-five
miles, freighting three hundred pounds over a third of that dis-
tance. Hollick-Kenyon dropped his pack on the sledge and flung
himself down in the wet snow.
"Am I tired!" I heard him mutter.
Due to my long training on trails, the journey did not seem to
bother me as much as it did Kenyon. Indeed, I honestly felt that,
bad foot and all, I could, under stress of necessity, have kept on
indefinitely.
We pitched the tent in a hurry. Not stopping to cook, we broke
out of the baggage a box of mixed nut-meats and ate our fill. Then,
wet with perspiration as we were, we crawled into our bags and
for ten hours slept like dead men.
When we emerged late that afternoon it was with the resolution
to do no more day travelling. At night we could usually expect
frozen snow, over which to drag that heavy sledge. But two days
later fogs set in, making it cold twenty-four hours of the day, so
we went back to day marches again.
Soon after we had arisen we took sights and plotted our position
in latitude as about twelve miles south of the mouth of die Bay of
Whales, which itself is fifteen miles long, Little America being on
its east bank. If our observation was correct, then the bay, or the
southern tip of it, must lie either east or west of us. It was a ques-
tion of which direction to choose. Off to the west the land seemed
to rise almost into foot-hills. It seemed to us, therefore, that we
would not be likely to find the head of a bay in high ground. To
the east it was lower, so it was in that direction we headed at first
when we had struck camp after our breakfast, or supper, if you
prefer.
There was a terrible load on the sledge for two men to pull-
three hundred pounds at least. Whenever we stopped to rest, snow
froze to the runners and had to be scraped off before we could pull

